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Which now be rich, and haue good at will, Being at home, and make good cheare ; And there they intend to leade their life still, Till our Lord doe sende for them heare.
But now I must ryde a little way :
Deare wife, I will come right soone agayne.
Appoynt our dinner, I you pray,
For I doe take on me great payne :
I doe my best, I sweare by my life,
To order you like a woman y wys ;
And yet it cannot be withouten strife,
Through your lewde tongue, by heauens blisse.
Ryde to the Deuell, and to his dame,
I would I should thee neuer see !
I pray to God send thee mickle shame,
In any place where euer thou be.
Thou wouldest fayne the mayster play,
But thou shalte not, by God I make thee sure :
I sweare I will thy Peticote pay,
That long with me thou shalt not endure.
How the good man rode his way^ till he thoughte her anger was fast ; and then he retourned home agayne.
The good man was sorry, and wente his way About his busynes, as he was vsed, And to himselfe thus gan he say : Lord God, how was I thus abused ! When I tooke this wife I was worse then mad, And yet can I blame my selfe and none other, Which maketh me sigh and often be sad, Repenting full sore, by Gods deare Mother.
Fye vpon goods withouten pleasure ! Betweene man and wife that cannot agree, It is a payne far passing measure, Such stryfe to see where as loue should be :